THE   EPIC   OF   CAPTAIN   SCOTT

in the fog, threading their way through a
turmoil of broken ice. Then the mist lifted
and Wilson, to their immense relief, suddenly
saw the depot flag. They camped at once for
a meal.

Scott that night (February I3th) wrote :
c Yesterday was the worst experience of the
trip, and gave a horrid feeling of insecurity.
Now we are right, but we must march. In
future food must be worked so that we do not
run so short if the weather fails us. We
mustn't get into a hole like this again.3 But
two days later they were in similar difficulties.
The depot was still about 20 miles away, and
they had once again to reduce both food and
sleep. None of them were pulling strongly,
and they were becoming slow over camping
arrangements. Evans was delaying them.
For one reason and another they were taking
almost as long to descend the glacier with a
light load as it had taken them to climb it
with a fully-laden sledge.

On February i6th they were obliged to
camp early because Evans collapsed. No
longer his normal reliable self, he stopped the
march again and again on some trivial excuse
until he was clearly unable to march further.
After a long night's rest he seemed better, and
in the morning declared as usual that he was
quite well. He took his place in the traces with
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